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Barkfield Gardens, S.W.5- Nearly all the people who
live in that part of London have the privilege, as the
estate agents point out in all their advertisements, of
"overlooking gardens/' which means that their windows
stare? down at iron railings, sooty privet and laurel
hedges, and lawns and flower-beds that look as if they
are only too willing to give up the unequal struggle.
Some of these gardens are better than others, but Bark-
field Gardens is not one of them. It is one of the smallest
and dreariest of the squares, and is rapidly losing caste,
its houses slipping through the maisonette and large
flat era too quickly and already coming within sight of
the small flats, the nursing homes, the boarding houses,
the girls' clubs. The Dersinghams did not like Bark-
field Gardens, They did not like their maisonette, all
the rooms of which seemed higher than they were long
or broad and were singularly cheerless. Mr, Dersingham
never did anything about it, because he was waiting—
as he always said-until he knew where he stood finan-
cially. (From which you might gather that he knew
where he stood philosophically or socially or politically
or artistically.) Now and again, however, Mrs. Der-
singham would read all the advertisement columns
devoted to desirable residences, rush round to some
agents, and even inspect a few houses, but as she Had
never really decided what it was she wanted, and her
husband never succeeded in knowing where he stood
financially, they remained at 34A, in the rooms that
made them se^rn like insects at the bottom of a test-
tube, grumbling, while a stream of cooks and house-
maids, endlessly diverted from four local registries,
flowed through the dark basement, leaving as sediment
innumerable memories of glum looks, impertinent

